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And so to Athens, to tumultuous scenes of mass enthusiasm and delight which made our reception so far seem merely polite formality. S.B.S. patrols felt forward while the main body of the Bucketeers was held up for four days in Megara. The patrols contacted General Spiliotopoulos, who had been appointed as military governor of Athens by Middle East Command as far back as August 4. With great audacity he had been carrying out his duties from underground headquarters ever since, and had even plastered on the walls his notices and announcements. How he found the space was a mystery, for Athens seemed to be inhabited exclusively by amateur sign-writers, who made all available walls hideous with their slogans and exhortations. Sometimes the writers had grown tired at a crucial moment, and left the message unfinished. Thus outside the British embassy ragged lettering, twelve inches high, appealed: " Three cheers for Churchill. Three cheers for Stalin. General Sir Haiti ..."
General Felny, the German commander in Athens, saw the writing on the walls. Before leaving on October 12 he tactfully laid a wreath on the Greek Unknown Warrior's grave.
Lord Jellicoe and Major Patterson also went on ahead into Athens, circumventing the German road-blocks by embarking in a caique. They rode the last few miles on captured German bicycles. Meanwhile the British commando force from the islands had landed at the Piraeus and green berets joined red amid universal rapture.
We British journalists eventually arrived at dusk on October 14 after patrols had chased away the German rearguards and disproved reports of impassable demolitions and numerous mines on the Athens road. We set out in a jeep column of airborne troops to cover the last twenty-five miles. One could never be certain that the road was clear, and I, for one, felt a good deal of uneasiness until we reached the village of Mcgalo Pevko. There we encountered an ancient car with newly and crudely painted flags on it—a Union Jack and the Stars and Stripes. The Greek driver popped out like a jack-in-the-box and danced a jig of joy. He had motored through from the capital overrefused toa pitiful wreck.—the only person whose clothing matchedvt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
